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CHAPTER XXI—Continved.
= =

That was the worst part of It all—

the waiting. Henrt-rending reports of
happenings In many Belgian villages
eame to the Britlsh, for Courvelsler
was only one of many hamiets that
had tragedies to relate. And the Brit-
ish were powerless to aid those strick-
en ]_n‘li'rlsh',

Trench 27—the English trench which
Streetman had Indicated nupon his map
a8 being the keystone to the encmy's
defense—Ilay in the first line of the
British. All anconscions of any spe-
olal designs that the Germans might
kave against their particular position,
the Tommies stationed there proceed-
ed to put things in shape for the gen-
era]l action that was bound to come.
After completing thelr grim arrange-
ments, there was little for them to do
for the time belng, exeept rest. And
that they were glad enongh to do,
after thelr herculean exertlons of
those first days of the war. That there
was worse dhead of them they did not
doubt But in the wmeantime there
was no reason why they should not
make themselves at home,

It wis night—the second night fol-
lowing that fatal day when the Ger-
mans descended upon the Lion d'Or
nnd robbed Jeanne Christophe of her
father, In Trench 27 four soldlers
were playing poker under the shelter
of a hombproof hut that they had con-
structed by digging into a side of the
diteh. Dirty, unshaven, begrimed,
they were nevertheless enjoying to
the full thelr well-enrned respite, And
the fllekering light of the candle which
stood upon their rude table revealed
no ledr upen the face of any of them.

At elther end of the trench two men
stood gourd, while close at hand a
periscope lay upon a makeshift bench,
ready for instant use in cace the
watchiers should detect any unusual
and suspiclous movements in front of
them. Ount there beneath the sturs the
first outpost of the enemy had already
dug iteelf In. And in testimony of
their alertness the Germans contino
ally played a searchlight upon the
British position. That prying shaft of
light was never etill, Now It swept
the top of Tremch 27, now flickered
npon a tree ¢lose by, and then
searched the intervening ground be-
tween the two lines in an effort to de-
tect some venturesome obgerver.

To the four privates in the bomb-
proof shelter there came a momentary
interruption, in the shape of a lien-
tenant, who sauntered inte thelir
trench from the left. This yoothfual

officer, whom they had already voted
“a bit ur all-right,” observed them
peadantly

“Helln, hu' " he sald.

They sprang ap and saluted, mur-

muring “Good eve
“How's the

inquired
“Hen

clgnret

ming, &ie!™
game?" the lleutenant
there, iz winning all our
one of the men s=aid
ing officer smilled. And then,
2 1 pepell and a posteard from
hiz pocket, he =agted himself and pro-
ceeded to write a i young
v Faleoner
{18 ilT"IIlJI:-\i:‘ 41 ]

vates prowptly resumed thelr

Dol
it one clgarette,” one of
them And again Guy smiled.
He wy tind that his boys were en-
Joying selyes
So neeed (dld Tleutenant Fal
roner become in his note to his lady |
love that he did not notiee when his
caprain appedared, in the compdny of
a civillun, Coptaln Montague paused
and turued to his guest,

“Now, Mr, Brown,"” he sald, “yon're
in the first line of the English trenches
—Trench 27—and [ may say you're
the only American correspondent who
bas Ll this experlence”

Charljie Brown looked
undisguised Interest,

“And 1 rather butted In" he re
marked.

“Wall, as long as you stumbled In-
slide our lnes, vou might as well see
somothing, If yon glyve me your woml
mot to write anything.”

“That's a nlee thing to say to a
newspaper man,” Charlie retorted,

it 1T have your word?”
It eost Mr.
same effort to promise that. He saw
the makings of a bully sooop  before

himn. And he hated to forego such a
wonderfnl opg wrfunity

“The closer you are to the front, Ihv
lers von 'r,!u!‘.'. of what's happening
Captain Montague resuned, "v_\'n-fu‘
on your own very small square of a
very Inrge checkerbonrd, . . . Buorn
technileally, you are under fire.”

“Am 172" Alr. Brown was surprised
at that. “Somebow, [ don’t feel any
different,” he =sald .

“Yon would If youn stock your head
over that treneh and they happened
to sep it the enptain told him grimly.

*Well—=helleve me, I'm wot gbing
t0,” anid Chariie.  “Aren’t they un-
amally qulet topight?”

“Yes, rather! Buot always hefore
the evenlug's over they give us a bif
of fireworks and go for some of our
men with a Iucky sbrapnel or two.
You see, they 1y to get our range in

about with

“1 8'pose so!" Erown

the daytime, and then at night they
shoot at the same range.”

Charlle Brown and his escort had
not talked long before Guy Falconer
came out of his abstraction. He ralsed
his bead all at once and looked ingulr-
ingly at the civffian. Then he jumped
up and approached Charlle with out-
stretched hand.

“I thought I recognized that volee!"
he exclaimed. “Do you remember me,
Charlle Brown?"

“Hello, Guy!” the delighted Amerl-
can cried. *“So you dld come over
to the front, after all? Didn't I say
you would?”

“Yes! [ came over wlth the first
batch—bribed the recruiting sergeant!
And here I am! But what are
you doing at the front?"

Charlle explained how lie had fallen
into the hands of the Germans, how
they had set him free and started him
toward Brussels. But his rebelllous
nature had revolted; and having hid-
den by day and traveled by night, he
had made straight for the place where
he understood the British to be in-
trenched.

Mr. Brown hnd scarcely finished his
brief recital when there followed an
ominouns whistle, which seemed to
come from over his head. Off In the
digtance there was a flash and an ex-
plosion,

“What's that?" the Amerlcan asked,

“Oh, just one of our shells traveling
somewhere to our friends, the enemy,"
the captain Informed him,

“That will probably start their eve-
ning song,” Guy remarked,

“They needn’'t hurry on
count,” Charlie sald.

IF'or a few minutes they stood there,
digenssing the war,

“What's it for?” the newspaper man

my ac-

asked, “There's no Individual hatred
—no great, soulstirring emotional

crisis behind it all”

“But England was forced into It,"
Captain Montague interposed,

“And I dare say France and Russia
and Austria all feel they were forced
into it, too,” Charlle replled. “That's
the whole trouble. Each nation be-
lleves honestly that i{t's in the right,
and in some way I suppose each of
them is. I don't know—I'm
not a big enough man to attempt to
say. . . And what good s it all?"

“Tt is that miltarism shall cease—
that never again cin there be another
war llke this," the English captain
told him.

As they talked, a doctor, accompn-
nied by two gstretcler bearers, en-
tered the trench, and, finding that
there was no need for thelr services
in that quarter, they passed on.

“That's the Red Cross," Captaln
Montague explained, noticing the jour-

“Hello Guy!" the Delighted American
Cried.

nallst's iuterest in the trio,
cloge upen his words came another of
those sinlster whistles,

“That's one of their shells!” the
captain continued, meaning the Ger-
mans.

At the Informatlon Mr. Brown
promptly ducked aod huddled down
upon the bench under the overhang of
the trench.,

“You needn’'t duck, old
wouldn't do you any good,”
officer remarked. “Anyway, that
ahell was on its way toward one of
our batteries,” he added, polnting to
thaele rear.

“Well, now
how," Guy said.

“Sometimes they fire only one or
two ghots—and then agiin they go on
all night.” his senlor officer explalined.

Stepping to the fleld telephone,
which rang insistently, Captain Monk
tague recelved a message from the
battéry posted some distance behind,
Wien Guy Faleoner learned that some
light bombs were to be let off, he

Followlng

man! It
the clder

they've started, any-

the tree that rose near one
trench, In order that he
get the runge of the German
The captain did mot like
He had been cautioned not t
his men—and especially his
unnecessarily. And he

that he might get picked off % Get
man sniper, o) i

“Not a chance!” Guy exl,
“Please! It would be ripp eally
to do something.” 4’

The captain perceived thntf e in-
action of walting for an a . Wis
fust setting Guy's nerves on edgh And

at last he gave his consent

rections to the captain, who
the telephone relaying Guy's
tions to the battery. In the |l
nished by the British hombs
ful lleutenant carefully wa
effect of the shells that whistled
their heads and burst ineﬂﬁlns'ir
neprer to the Teuton artillery.
“Right on a gun!” Guy shouted at
lnst. “I saw it crumple! That's it!
Keep the range nt twenty-nine fifty!"
The words were hardly out of his

mouth before he came toppl from
bis perch. The captain and ong of the
privates caught the limp figure just be-
fore it struck the ground, and laid
him tenderly upon the dirt of

Trench 27,
“They've got him. . B_Ls not
dead, though.” . . Captain Monta-
gue kneeled beslde the lad i_ﬁ_d bent
over him. And a corporal with some
knowledge of first-nid procedure un-
dertook to stop Guy's bleeding. He
wns seriously wounded—that much
was clear. And he was unconselous.
“Beastly dull"—so Guy had been
writing Georgy Wagstaff. “Awfully
hot—no excitement, Haven't geen a
German or any decent food. Bt that
doesn’t matter, Tell mother I'm being
carefal."” 21

“Poor kid!" Charlle B ex-
claimed. It was a grim buslness—
war! )

“Sad—very sad!” the capta 'hgt'ced.
“But perhaps hel pull through{ and it

he doesn't—well! forgive y . Mr.
Brown, if I seem heartle ut re-
member! this Is new to youl# d he's
only one, and I've seén so many!"
Captaln Montague noticed that the
Amerlean correspondent twas white
and somewhat nnsteady, s

“I’ feel a bit shaken. Do you mind
If I go back now?" Charlie nl}!d.

“Certainly not!”

“If 1 come across the surgem; or any
of the Red Cross, you don’t mind if 1
send them back, do you?* Charlie
wanted to do what he could to i:elp his
friend.

The captain readlly gave hh% negent.

“I'm through with warn" [Charlie
Brown sald as he shook hands with
Montague. “I'm off to Lomddn, I'l
gee hls mother there, and that kid girl
of his—and then go to New. Yor
where there's no war, th . An
you know, Cap, when I'm hoiue, sit-
ting at my desk. looking down' over
Broadway where war only means some
more headlines on the front page about
some unpronounceable places, and you
turn over the paper to see how stocks
closed, or who won the game—when
I'm back there and the war stuff
comes over the wire, I'll be thinking of
you fellows over here under fire, and
I'll be wighing you luck, old man, the
best of luck!"

The captain thanked him; and they
sald good-by,

Charlle lingered for one Iust look
at the wounded Guy, |

“I hope you pull through, old boy!"
he said; he kuoew, though, that Guy
could not hear him. “D¢Fhat you can
for him, won't you?" he Wsked the cap-
tain. *1 know his mother. . § . This
whole business is hell, fsn't ite®

CHAPTER XXIL
A Meeting In the Trenches,
Charlie Brown had gone, and Cap-
tain Montague had ordered Lig men to
place Guy upon a heap of straw, where
he must lie until the doctor cq;ne In
Trench 27 an atmosphere of ‘gadness

had succeeded the air of lghthearted
carelessgness that Charlle Ii:ﬁyn had
found when he arrived the The
candle stlll flickered upon | table

round which the poker pligers had
lately sat. But all thought'eof that
frivolons gume had vanished from
their minds. It was not thaf'they bad
not already seen muny of wr men
shot down. But Guy Fal r had
qulckly endeared himself te al}—-om-
cerg and enlisted men alike, | And now
that he had recelved his LIDEE In the
German bullet, there was ndt one soul
in Trench 27 that was not bqrh sobered
and sad.

Jut they had little time ita bestow
uTnn a contemplation of war's horrors.
Five minutes had searcely elapsed
after Charlle Brown's depastiire when
n sergeant uppeared, holding & prisoner
by the arm.

It was Streetmnn—that prlsoner.
And be was far from pregenting the
Jaunty figure that usualiy  distin-
suished hhm. His r‘luthlujboivlll&n
clothing—wus badly torn, hla: co Wiy
seratehed and divty, and hig t arm
was In a sling. The mnn'ﬁg hat was
gone, too,

The sergeant reported lnhk eaptaln
that while on pateal Juig Be had
caught the fellow sknlking around.

“He came from {he Germgin lnes,”
he sald.

Captaln Montague held |lu unt!le to
Streetman's face,

“And In elvillan's :*lul];qgl A spy,
eh?' he exclaimed.

“No, no, eaptaln! An R
8 hyal Englstman!" ‘\tr:
teated.

They searched him;: but rmd noth-
ing of Importance,

“He's got some kind nﬂmm
bull slery about being wetnded tnd

man-—
man pro-

then—"" the sergeant started
when Streetman Interrvpiag hin

-m'nmlgubzm

#Never mind that! 1 tell you T've

fnformation that's vital to England,”
he insisted.

But the captain was atill suspicious
of him.

“My name's Lee—Walter Lee"

_| Streetman asserted, “formerly of the

Britlsh army, I've been in business in
Belgium—the automobile business. My
papers there will prove what I say,
The Germans took my factory—kept
me prisoner all night in the cellar.
That's when I learned their plans from
gome major—Major von Brenig and &
Captain Karl. I could listen to them
talking—there were holes in the floor
from that shell fire. I reallzed what
it would mean to England If I could
bring word to the British army of this
gecret plan of the Germans. During
the night I managed to escape through
the cellar window, They followed me,
and I got one of their bayonets in the
ghoulder. They left me for dead: but

m

m

“An Englishman—a Loyal English
man!"” Streetman Protested.

it was only a flesh wound. And for
the Iast twenty hours I've been seek-
ing the BDBritish position somewhere
near Trench 27—for that's the vital
spot—when your sergeant caught me.”

“Trench 27, eh?” the captain sald,

“Yes!" Streetinan answered engerly.
“Is it near here?”

“Remember, sir, you are not ques-
tioning me,” Captain Montague replied.

“Bo you won't belleve me? Yet
you've Jooked at my papers. Don't
théy convince you?"

“Papers are easlly forged,” Monta-
gue told him. 8till, he was somewhat
impressed by the other's gilb tale
and he allowed the captive to proceed
with his story,

“The Germans are to attnck tonight
in foree at your Trench 27, In the hope
of ocutting through the British lines"
Streetman continued. *“Your only
chance is to bring up every possible
man to protect that trench, Otherwise
we'll be beaten. You see what i
means. . . , Ah! There's your field
telephone!
headquarters!
He started for the telephoue,

Captain N 1
But Captain Montague sprang in | to close down the saloons.

front of him.

“Kedp awny from that instrument!”
he commanded. And, turning to the
sergeant, he ordered him to take the
prisoner to headquarters, *“You can
explain to them,” he 'luformed Street-
man.

“By then it may be too late,” the
fellow replied. *“Thelr attack was to
be at midnight,"

“Indeed!” the English
clnimed dreyly, “It's past
now.,” And straightway
more doubtful than
stranger's story.

“Then they're likely to charge any
minute,” the spy declared with well-
simulated alarm. *“I've got to tele-
phone, It's for England! [ beg of yon
to belleve me! Let me inform head-
quarters—let them decide! Do you
dare take the responsibility ¥

One of the privates on goard sud-
denly called out.

“Somethin' crawlin® out tlu-re cap-
tain! Looks like a man!"

The sergeant faced fto
with gun ready for action.

“He's comin' thls way!"”
dier cried.

Streetman saw another chance for |
his plan to succeed, amd he qnhkw
seized it.

“You see, captain, it's the atnrt of |

officer ex-

midnight
he became
ever of the

the front,

another sol-

God's sake let me
begged.

At last Captain Montague was con-
vinced.

“Quickly then—telephone!” he sald.
And while Streetman sprang to the
instrument, the Britisly officer ordered
his men to their stations. “IKeep your
eyes open—and give ‘em t’m best we've
got!" he urged them,

Meanwhile, out there in the moon-
Hght between the two lines of trenches,
that dark figure crawled nearer, Rifle
fire ernckled out from the German
watchers, and the skolker broke Into
4 wtumbling run.

“They're tryin’ to pot bim from the
other aide!" one of the Britishers cried,

“Another trick to fool us! Captalo
Montugue observed,

(TO BB CONTINURIL)

telephone!”  lic

Monster of the Sea.
The avernge welght of the Green-
Iand whale s 100 1ons-—-224 000 pounds
—aqunl to that of 80 elephtints or thit

of 400 bears,

Let me communlente with |
They'll nndrrrﬂmnd!"l

thelr attack!" he said exeltedly, *For |
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(Conducted by the ‘Natlonal 5 '8
Christian Temperancs

Unlon) ' .

ALCOHOL DANGER TO AMERICAN

ALLIES.

It is gratifying to kuow that there Is
8 sentiment in Paris which recognizes
the fact that Uncle SBam has thrown
safeguards around his soldiers which
are effective as long as they are on
American soll, and, out of respect to
this very evident hostllity of our gov-
ernment towards drink, urges protecs
tion for American egoldiers on French
soll from the perils of aleohol. The
following Is from La Revue of Paris}

“At the present moment France In
attracting the eyes of the world more
than ever before. It 1s not enough to
ghow our enthusiasm regarding the
English, Americans, Itallans, Portu-
guese or Russlans who are dwelling
pmong us. We must likewise watch
over their moral security. But alco-
holism menaces all in the same degree,
The “Sammies” who arrive from the
United Statex total or partial prohl-
bitlonists are exposed to multiple dan-
gers and temptations.

“The great American republic ac-
cepts with herolsm the sacrifices in
men and money which the war against
the Germans may demand. But let us
take care! We shall commit an evll
action if her children find themselves
exposed not only to the danger of be-
ing slain at the front, but to that of
being polsoned by alcohol. Many writ-
ers {n the Unlted States have already
manifested fears upon this point, A
few concrete cases would suffice to
cause an outburst of opinlon on the
other glde. The Germans are watching
and they will not be slow to exploit
such sentiments, which are justified,
indeed, to paralyze the noble popula-
tion of the United Btates towards the
gacred cause of the allles.

“We cannot lay too much emphasis
upon the decree issued by the British
military authority, January 15, 1017,
prohibiting the eirculation of aleohol
in all the French reglons occupled by
the English army! And this ‘in order
to respond to the declarations of clvil
and military authoritles signallzing al-
coholism as an obstruction to the agri-
cnltural and industrial production re-
quired by the necessities of national
defense,! Shall we walt until the
American, too, ‘perhaps, shall inflict a
like humiliation upon our ministers of
the interlor, of munitions, of supplies,
and many other of thelr confreres?"”

MEXICO TOO. -

“Mexico Is Improving,” sald the
Mexiean general, Alvaro Obregon, ot &
dinner tendered him In Springfleld, I,
“It hos found the reason for the rev-
olutions., It 1s golng to reform the
‘new generations of Mexico. It is go-
ing to open a school where there was
a saloon before. We see the advan-
tages now of education. There have
been too muny drunks in Mexico. The
governors of the varlous states are
now stopplng with radical measures
the saloon, Men who are golng to
save Mexico are those who are going
to close the saloon. The United States
needs thé same cure. I speak plainly,
The Mexican government did not walt
to ralge the taxes before It took steps
We are
golng to fight ignorance and viee,"

WHY THEY SELL IT.

Saloonkeepers do not sell the drog
aleohol to 1 man simply for the sake
of destroylng him, They give him
what Injures him beecause they think
that Is the way by which they can get
his money. They do not desire, on
thelr own account, to ruln his charac-
ter, take away his property, break his
wife's heart, and beggnr and starve his
children. Thelir object Is only to get
the man's money, and they do these
things because thint scems the shortest
way. Yet it I1s the price of blood.

IN GEORGIA.

“Two yenrs ngo I called prohibition
poppycock, but prohibition enforeed i3
a mighty good thing, and we have that
mighty good thing here, . . . The
chaln gamg of negro prisoners hag
fallen from an average of 600 or 700
down to 200. Homlcides dropped from
24 in 1915 to 10 In 1916, and elght of
those ten were in the four months of
1916 before prohibltion became effec-
tive."—Doctor Brunner, secretary of
the board of sanltary commissioners,
Savannah, Ga,

| VICTORY NEAR.

New Mexico is the twenty-seventh
prohivition state, The District of Co-
lumbla I8 dry, and the territorles of
Alaska and Porto Rico. Dry areas in
wet states are constantly widening.
Over 87 per ceént of the area of the
United*Stntes {8 now under prohibl-
tlon. At the general election of 1018
elghthnore states are expected to vote
upon the question, Prohibition Is now
a potriotic Issue und Kaiser Alcohol’s
day of defeat i near,

Secondéd the Motlon.
Jacob wes prone to feel “hig" when

anyone called and made a fiattering re- |

mark about him. One evenlog & nelgh-
bor ealled and during the evening sald:

“My. but isn't Jacob a cute little
boy ¥ ’
Whereupon Jacob promptly re

sponded: *“I tink so, too."

! Not That Kind.

“There goes a man who Is very ex-
aeting in his attachments.”

“Oh! a seifish lover,”

“No; 8 sherlft”

An Ohio Case
nﬁ‘ B. lgL “Erery Pitare Tl s Stary®
Upper

u:rl: “Ilrw and

(]
telt uller and tho
swell had ~
down mmowmt. mnunm

them and I used fourteen boxes in &
I then felt like a difforcnt person an
after J. fow months I m

Got Dosn’s at Any Store, 80caBon
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FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y,
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Where Canes Are Popular,

There s probably no country In the
world where the use of walking sticks
18 so general as In the United King-
dom. Practically every man carries s
¢ane, not only In the towna and citles,
but also In the country; and, In addk
tion, there I8 a large demand for walk-
Ing sticks for women, these belng used
extensively In the country and at seas
side resorts, but not to a gréat extent
{n the citles.

The winter months are always ralny
and even during the summer the weath-
er 1s often very unsettled, so that the
use of umbrellas Is also unusually
great. Thesa conditions have made
the manufacture of umbrellas and
walking sticks an important Industry
In the British isles.

Take care of your health and wealth
will take care of you. Garfield Tes
promotes health, Adv.

Economizing Tims.

“What will you have for dinner?T
asked the affable walter,

“Go ahead and bring what you are
serving today,” replled the bhungry
men, “Don't make me guess”

Dr. Peery's "Dead Shot" ls powarful bul
safe. One dose is enough to expel Worms e
Tapeworm. No castor oll necessary. v,

QUESTION ALL MUST ANSWER

Time Comes When Every Man WIIk

Be Asked as to the Harvest He

Has Reaped.

Harth shows her harveet in pride of
fullness or regret of bitter poverty:
what Is ours—we who also have had
our year
What fruits have we brought forth?
Man 18 not bound to the scasons &s
tilled lnnd 18 and peeds no barn to
gather his soul In when antumn comes}
but, with the same plainness, he
elther does not yleld the values by
which mankind truly lives. When fall
closes down on summer’s parting the
greatest and the least of us have
efther helped or hindered the perma-
nent welfare of oor rnce, Man's own
business 18 to Increase jnstiee and
kindness; to make more of patience,
humllity and conrage; to see to it that
evil loses and that good is strengthe
ened In the unending confliet of those
forces.  For the soul's harvest home
It 1s elther tares or wheat; there is no
fallow ground. The sowing 18 unzeen
of others, and the reaper, alsa, hut the
enre and thought that go to the grow-
ing of the ecrop are much the samae,
But man's own harvest 185 infinity and
eternally more Important than that
which he wrests from the fleld—Cole
Her's,

The English government has Im-
proved the guality of the ule brewed
in that country. /

_—

whose sensitwe
nerves oftenyield
to coffee’s harmful
stimulation, appre:
ciate the chande
resulting from a

o
PosrTuM

INSTEAD of COFFEE.
Such a delicious
drink makes the

chande ecasy and
nerves make




